YORK
their bodies and that I apparently had committed an awfiil
crime!
The mention of bodies, however, reminds me of another
story of York. Government House was situated on the Ouse,
near Clifton, at a bend of the river. I made friends with the
man who ran the ferry across just opposite our house. The
river above was a favourite place for suicides and my friend
was frequently busy in retrieving dead bodies; I discovered
that if he landed a body on his side of the river he got five
shillings, but if on the other side he only got two and six.
Shortly before I left York I remember, at breakfast one day,
being called to see my friend landing a woman who had tried
to drown herself. We brought her into our kitchen and
restored her with brandy; he looked on anxiously for some
rime, and the last I ever remember of him was hearing him
say: "When does my brandy come in ?"
The present Lord Halifax (Colonel Wood as he then was)
commanded the Yorkshire Dragoons at York at that time,
just before,he went to India as Viceroy. A farewell dinner
was given to him at the North Eastern Hotel by his brother
officers, to which I was invited. My wife was at some function
so I took a taxi home from the station. I asked the driver if
he knew Government House and he assured me that he did.
That drive very nearly ended in disaster, as, to my horror, he
passed my gate and drove straight into the Ouse. I don't
know whether the Ouse or the driver stopped the taxi; when
it did stop, the water was nearly up to my waist!
Before leaving York I had the honour of being presented
with the Freedom of the City, which I value very gready.
In its great history very few soldiers have received this honour.
Lord Roberts and Lord Plumer are amongst those few. I
remember, in my speech, mentioning the oldest York in-
habitant, Mr. James Melrose, who was present; lie was then
ninety-nine. I sent him a telegram from Quetta on reaching
his century and I have a letter written to me on his hundredth
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